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	1. ENTRY 1

_This fic is being mirrored on AO3. It was originally posted to my tumblr blog at skeletalmilitaryunits-dot-tumblr-dot-com._

* * *

><p><span><strong>ENTRY 1<strong>

The king and I have both noticed a startling trend.

The humans sealed us inside this cavern just over a millennium ago. Roughly six hundred years later, the child fell down into Home, and…well, that entire mess occurred. No more than two hundred years after that, another human arrived – a small child whose soul Asgore easily took. One hundred years later, there was another child. Fifty years, another. Then thirty. And just a few days ago, another child still.

Humans are falling down into the Underground more and more often. Whether this is because of an increased in human population or simply because they've become more comfortable living around Mt. Ebott, I do not know. However, I did conduct a bit of math, and I came to an interesting conclusion.

If trends continue, then we will possess seven human souls by the end of the century.

I presented my findings to the king. He was not entirely surprised. Presumably, he had noticed a similar trend himself. We began to talk about logistics. Obviously, once we destroy the barrier and continue the war, many changes will need to take place. Monsters will need to move out of the mountain, scouts will be sent out, war tactics will be devised…

As the Royal Scientist, it is my duty to shoulder the burden of some of those logistics. I have arranged for more talks with the king.
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**ENTRY 2**

My talks with Asgore have given me quite a bit to think about.

I couldn't help but notice that he was…hesitant. When I brought up the inevitable future of him beginning the war anew, he would begin to ramble on about the associated logistical difficulties. He has seen first-hand what humans are capable of. Perhaps he is afraid of what will happen when we finally step out onto the surface?

One thing that both the king and I agreed upon is that he cannot be depended on to win the war for us. Yes, absorbing seven souls will give him godlike power. Yes, he would gladly fight the entire war himself, keeping his subjects safe from harm. However, he is currently the kingdom's single point of failure. If the humans discover a way to neutralize that kind of seven-souled power…

Well. The humans already offered us one small mercy is letting us live beneath this mountain. They will not spare us a second time.

We will need an army to fight the humans in the event that Asgore does not win the war for us. Asgore has charged me with putting together this army.

Well…to be more accurate, he off-handedly brought up the idea of putting such an army together, and I enthusiastically told him that I would take care of it. My recent studies have given me quite a few ideas, and I am eager to put my discoveries to the test.

I may only have a few years to finish this project. Time to get started.
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**ENTRY 3**

I have contributed a great deal to the scientific community over the years. I single-handedly designed the CORE. I kickstarted the field of magical relativity. Textbooks all over the Underground praise me for my brilliance.

But my favored field, the discoveries I am most proud of, cannot be found in any monster's textbook. In fact, most monsters have never even heard of the field, and those who have heard of it deny its importance. If they knew of my fascination for it, they would scoff. Irrelevant, useless, perverted at best, they would say.

I am, of course, referring to biology.

Judging by the human garbage that has fallen down here over the past few hundred years, humanity has put a great deal of effort into studying their own bodies. They have discovered so much about their inner workings: organ systems, enzymes, neuroscience, tissues, cells, reaction kinetics. Whenever I have a free day, I sometimes comb through the garbage dump, hoping to see what the humans have discovered next.

Monsters, in contrast, know little to nothing about the workings of their bodies. They are content to accept the broad, outdated theories of ages past. As long as healing magic continues to work, they do question why. They do not pause to wonder why food, even magical food, tastes better once cooked. Certain types of monsters specialize in certain types of magic because "that's the way it's always been."

Yes, magic is often dependent on hope, trust, and in some cases, even blind faith. These things do not mesh well with a scientific approach. However, the current state of my favored field, this level of willful ignorance, fills me with disgust.

What's even more depressing is that so many of the humans' discoveries are easily applicable to monsters as well. For instance, when a human digests physical food, they need a way to transport this matter to other places in their body. To do this, their bodies use a fluid called "blood" to absorb the digested food. Then, a muscular "heart" pumps this blood throughout the body using a series of "blood vessels."

My personal studies have revealed the presence of magical "lay lines" within monsters. Much like how a human's "blood vessels" transport different types of physical matter around the body, a monster's lay lines direct the flow of different types of magic.

If only monsters had things like "hospitals" and "medical centers". With a little more study, my discoveries could revolutionize magical medicine. Biology has many, many uses: combatting disease, birth control, food production…

Even creating an entire army from scratch.

Conscription? War campaigning? Propaganda? Ha! The army doesn't need to draw from the current monster population. They can stay safe and happy, just as Asgore intended.

After all, monsters aren't made. They're grown.
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**ENTRY 4**

I decided to grow an army comprised solely of skeletons. The rationale behind this choice is threefold.

Firstly, I myself am a skeleton. This takes care of quite a few problems.

Secondly, skeletons are already known for being fantastic warriors. Before the war crippled our numbers, skeletons made up a majority of the Royal Guard. We have an unnaturally high pain tolerance, we can endure severe weather with no decrease in productivity, and though we function much better with adequate food and sleep, it is not strictly required for survival.

Thirdly, skeletons reproduce asexually and can produce dozens of offspring each. Once I determine the optimum skeleton model, I can very easily generate the entire army from there.

The downside to a skeleton army is that we take an exorbitant amount of time to develop and mature. Fifty years, in some cases. However, my studies have given me the tools to speed up this process. The ten-year gestation period can become six months. The correct combination of serums should allow a skeleton infant to grow to reach physical adulthood in only one additional month.

I still require a little more data to finalize the serum recipes, but it is nothing that the Royal Scientist should not be able to dredge up from the kingdom's various archives.
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**ENTRY 5**

I have failed to dredge up the information from the kingdom's various archives.

It is not that I don't possess proper clearance. Rather, it is that the data I require has not yet been found by science. I knew that the monsters' scientific community had no respect for biology, but to think that they would leave such a gaping hole in their knowledge… It is disappointing, to say the least.

It seems that I will need to conduct such studies myself, wasting valuable time and resources in the process. Such a pity.

During my trawl through the archive, however, I ran into the king. I took this opportunity to discuss some of my preliminary ideas with him. He was quite surprised. Apparently, he did not anticipate that I would pursue this project with such initiative.

He was also shocked to learn some of the more precise details of my plans. Well…hrm. Not just "shocked". The words "outraged" and "repulsed" also come to mind. Let it be known that Asgore does not support the prospect of creating new monsters solely for the purpose of war.

I argued with him, of course. The creation of magnificent warriors is only one of my goals for this project. The studies I could conduct, the things I could learn about monster growth and development, would benefit all of monsterkind for generations to come. It would help me to give my favored field the respect it truly deserves. It could even let me rebuild my race.

Asgore eventually realized the magnitude of his misunderstanding. He apologized for his outburst and allowed me to continue with my studies. He requested, however, that I treat all my test subjects with the utmost care and dignity. There would be no inhumane scientific practices in his kingdom.

As if I would ever treat my test subjects inhumanely. They'll be my own children, after all.

Thankfully, the funding for this project remained untouched. I told Asgore of my plans for a new laboratory in Hotland, and he agreed to arrange for its construction. Everything is proceeding nicely. In a few years' time, Asgore could find himself in command of the most powerful army the kingdom has ever seen.

I have resolved to be more careful discussing my plans with the king, however. Another misunderstanding could lead to the destruction of everything I've worked so hard to achieve.
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**ENTRY 6**

Skeletons are odd creatures. We are some of the only monsters capable of generating blue gravity fields naturally. Our lack of a body gives us a simplified magical anatomy, and we possess slightly more physical matter than the average monster. I have toyed with the theory that skeletons and humans share a recent common ancestor, but I digress.

My point is thus: to get the information required to grow a skeleton, my studies cannot be conducted on other types of monsters. The data will not be applicable. I must test my materials on another skeleton.

The skeleton race was nearly wiped out during the war. Even after we took refuge in this mountain, most of my brethren were too stricken with grief to bare a new generation of children. Why would we bother to bring new monsters into the world, only for them to live under this god-forsaken mountain? No, most of us were content to wait, hoping our immortality would carry us into a time where we could be free once again.

I mistakenly believed that, hardy as skeletons were, some of us would have survived to the present day. Skeletons possess amazing physical constitution, but unfortunately, we have the same emotional weaknesses as every other monster. We are just as prone to depression, to despair, to falling down.

It seems that there is now only one skeleton remaining in the underground.

This skeleton will need to endure several weeks of rigorous testing regarding his reaction to certain magical substances. Such tests could involve a great deal of pain, temporary magical instability, and in a worst-case scenario, long-term damage to the soul.

I would be afraid, but this is my field of specialty. This would hardly be the first time I conducted biological tests on myself. These tests are a little more extreme than I am used to, a little riskier, but…

No, I am safe. There is no danger.

…

I…

Well.

The clock is ticking. I have no rational excuse to put this off.
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**ENTRY 19**

Many of my preliminary studies did not leave me in a proper state for making verbal log entries. A vast majority of my recordings were indecipherable. The select few that weren't complete gibberish were distressingly off-topic. I have redacted the offending entries to keep this log official.

Although, this is a private log, something to keep my thoughts in order as I work. Keeping this log official should not be a priority. It isn't as if anyone else is going to…

…

As I was saying, my preliminary tests left me speaking in tongues. Luckily, it seems they did not influence my ability to record good data. All substances had the desired effect on my magical signatures. As far as I can tell, I have suffered no permanent damage. This is the best possible news for my work.

Using the data I collected, I devised two different serums. These will be applied to the soldiers after they complete the gestation stage. The exact mechanics of each serum differ, but the end result should be the same: rapid maturation and increased stat totals. Forty years of gradual growth can be accomplished in just under a month.

Now that I have determined the recipes, all that I require is the equipment, supplies, and time. The king has promised to provide all three.
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**ENTRY 20**

The new lab has finally finished construction. I moved in all of my instruments and files. I spent most of today checking all the utilities and looking through each of the rooms. All of the testing facilities I've requested are present. All of the equipment I've ordered has been installed.

To my surprise, there were twenty-seven bedrooms present in the building. Twenty-six of them were for the subjects, but there was a separate room on the second floor. The king informed me that this was to be my living quarters for the duration of this long-term study. I asked him why this had been included in the building design, and he told me that he had personally requested it. He knows how long the commute to Hotland can be. He thought it would be best if I lived in my testing facility.

This new bedroom is significantly larger than my old one. It has a very nice view of the Magma Sea. The king even enlisted the help of the Royal Guard in moving my furniture. Though, in hindsight, I should have steered Deputy Undyne away from my more valuable furnishings. That desk had been my mother's.

He's a kind man, the king. Though the position of Royal Scientist pays well – extremely well – I must admit that I rarely spend any of this hard-earned money. My attention is always focused on my work. The thought of moving out of my ancient, run-down apartment never even occurred to me. It's comforting to know that the king is constantly looking out for my well-being and comfort.

After the Royal Guard left, Asgore presented me an interesting opportunity. Delta University is looking for a guest lecturer in its Applied Magi-dynamics class. It won't be for another few months, but he wondered if I was interested. I enthusiastically accepted his offer. It has been a very long time since I've had the opportunity to teach, and there are times when I find myself missing it.

Now, I am alone in the lab. It is very quiet. I can hear the gentle hum of the central air. When I look upon the empty rooms, all I can see is the subjects that will soon inhabit them. My mind is abuzz with the discoveries I might make, with the secrets I might uncover about the inner workings of monsters.

I can't believe it's almost time to begin.


	9. ENTRY 21

**ENTRY 21**

Skeletons have a rather unusual system of reproduction. We do not need partners. All we need is good dental hygiene.

We create children by planting our teeth into the ground. The parents tend to the burial place of their children and keep them from being disturbed. Meanwhile, the children absorb earth magic from the soil around them and use it to grow. After about ten years, the fully-formed infants dig their way to the surface. They spend the rest of their development cycle aboveground, slowly growing into adulthood over the course of thirty to forty years.

I have donated twenty-six of my own teeth for the cause. However, I will not be burying them. Instead, each tooth will reside in its own incubation chamber. All nutrients and magic will be provided by the circulating fluid. This will speed up the growth process twentyfold. It will also allow me to test different growth media and hypothetically produce skeletons of differing qualities.

It all seems to surreal. At this moment, almost all of my teeth are laying on my desk. I can feel energy humming within them, faint but filled with limitless potential. By my hands, these little bits of bone and magic can become the most powerful warriors the world has ever seen.

With twenty-six of my teeth pulled, six remain. When I complete my tests and determine the optimal skeleton growth conditions, I will use these six teeth to grow the first generation of the army. These six skeletons will then use their own teeth, 32 each, to grow the next generation. The 192 resulting skeletons will then beget the generation after.

Assuming I can build the infrastructure to sustain this exponential growth, generation four will yield close to two hundred thousand warriors. This will easily be enough to contest humanity when the time comes.

Though, I will admit to a moment of vanity. The six teeth I chose to keep were all molars, all teeth that no one would see under normal circumstances. Appearing to have no teeth looks slightly better than having a few teeth, in my opinion.

Oh well. Where reproduction is concerned, the type of tooth should have no influence on what kind of skeleton will emerge. Perhaps I can run some further tests once more skeleton subjects, and therefore more teeth, become available.
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**ENTRY 22**

Today, I finished planting each tooth into its designated chamber. Over the next six months, they should grow into twenty-six skeleton infants.

To ensure that all of my test subjects will grow up to be strong, healthy monsters, I did some preliminary testing of each tooth before planting them. Interestingly enough, I discovered that the teeth have small, magical cores inside. Further testing and analysis showed that these cores have some soul-like qualities. Each tooth has a "proto-soul" of sorts.

I would love to investigate this further, but I cannot do so without risking damage to my subjects. As before, perhaps I can pursue this course of study once I have more teeth available to me.

Concerning the growth of my subjects, I have high hopes for the A and B models. S and T look promising as well. Out of all of them, however, Y and Z are the least likely to survive. That is not to say that I don't expect them to live through the incubation process, because I do. However, they mark the extreme edge case for my stat-enhancement tests. Their bodies might not be able to handle the seraphin supplements.

If they begin showing signs that they won't be able to develop safely…well. I can always remove them from their incubation chambers and bury them like normal skeletons. This would slow their development and essentially disqualify them from my experiments, but it would hardly matter at that point. I can't test dead subjects.

Y and Z represent a high-risk, high-reward scenario. They could potentially supersede all other subjects in terms of stat totals. As long as I can pull them out before anything goes wrong, why would I be satisfied with the bronze? Shouldn't I go for the gold?

…

God, I hope nothing goes wrong.
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**ENTRY 23**

Sadly, I have not taken the time to contribute to this log as of late. There has been nothing of interest to report – all subjects are developing at the predicted rate. There have been no minor problems, let alone major ones.

Normally, some unforeseen consequence of a specific design choice would have come to light by now. If there were going to be any problems with Y and Z, the signs would have already made themselves known. However, everything has been going smoothly.

Murphy's Law is the bane of all researchers. Perhaps I have done something recently to warrant this good KARMA.

Asgore even came by the lab to check up on things, and he had not a single complaint. It seems that he has completely forgiven me for our previous misunderstanding. He told me he should be able to drop by my lab if asked, but he can no longer visit on a whim anymore. Some of his royal duties are apparently piling up on him. From now on, my activities will essentially be unsupervised.

This is good news, for I have come to some…decisions.

All of monsterkind stands to gain from the discoveries I make here. If one test could mean the difference in eradicating a disease, in making lives more enjoyable, in winning a war against the humans, wouldn't it be worth it to…

…Well. Of course it would. But the king would never understand. He is a wise, just ruler, but like any monster, he can allow his emotions to cloud his judgement. That is why he needs a Royal Scientist, someone who can work in the pursuit of knowledge without balking at its cost.

There is no known method to determine a monster's DEF without harming them in some way. Additionally, I wish to see my subjects' skill in combat, and this will naturally require putting their well-being at risk.

I will conduct all my studies as humanely as possible. This will be far from the torture that humanity occasionally stoops to in the name of science. But, looking at how the king misinterpreted a few comments of mine just a few months ago…

I'm sorry, Asgore. In this case, I think I would rather ask for forgiveness than permission.
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**ENTRY 24**

The subjects continue to develop on schedule. There have been no problems. Nothing of interest to report.

Why, then, do I feel the pressure to record this log entry? Why do I so desperately want to say something interesting?

…

I suppose I could talk about the monster who came before me. The previous Royal Scientist.

He was a brilliant monster by the name of Dr. Ooblook. I was the one who ultimately designed of the CORE, so most monsters credit me for the advances in magidynamics that made such a project possible. In reality, Ooblook did most of the theoretical work. I simply brought his vision into reality.

His most intriguing discoveries regard the physics behind magical processes. Most notably, he discovered that all magic processes emit low levels of electromagnetic radiation. He used that knowledge to construct a machine that could detect and measure this radiation and therefore the processes themselves. He charmingly named his device the "Spectergraph" after he realized it could be used to detect invisible ghosts.

He then went on to prove that specific magical processes could be linked to certain wavelengths of radiation. This allowed him to both locate said magical processes and determine which ones were taking place. It was an incredible discovery for the field of magical testing equipment.

It was around this time that I became his protégé. I helped him fine-tune the design of his spectergraph. Soon, he was able to track magical processes occurring on an atomic level in real time. He used the spectergraph to test and prove most of his theories on magidynamics.

Then, he fell down. Or, considering that he was a ghost, should I say he passed on? He left me with the burden of using his discoveries to benefit the kingdom. I spent decades of my life designing the CORE, perfecting it, managing its production. Because of my hard work in that regard, everyone credits me with the progress he made. There's barely a monster alive today who remembers his name.

It was quite some time before I finally had the chance to work on projects that truly interested me. Although, I suppose living out Ooblook's legacy did have its advantages. It's thanks to his spectergraph that I can monitor the magi-biological processes of my subjects without surgery. Despite no outward signs of life, I can say with absolute certainty that they are all alive, healthy, and developing properly in their tanks.

…

I wonder…

Who is next? I was Ooblook's protégé, but who will be mine? Despite my functional immortality, I cannot live forever. And even if I do, do I want to spend century after century of bearing the kingdom's burdens? I could eventually choose to retire. Who would be the Royal Scientist then?

…

These questions are getting me nowhere. I have work to do.
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**ENTRY 25**

I wondered why my alarm clock was ringing so early today. Then, I remembered. I had agreed to teach that lecture at Delta University.

I didn't worry, as I had prepared the lecture weeks in advance. I spent the morning commute looking over my notes and slides. Once I reached the lecture hall, I took note of my audience – about a hundred students of varying species. They were all here for their Applied Magidynamics class.

I took the students through a quick survey of human biology, the blood vessel system, and the parallels I had drawn in order to discover monster lay lines. Specifically, I was there to talk about the role of Ooblook's spectergraph in discovering all of this. Going into the finer details of my major biological discoveries was not within the scope of the lecture, but I am now hopefully one step closer to bringing my field the credit it deserves.

It all went very smoothly. That being said, most of the students looked consistently bored throughout the lecture. I cannot blame them. What college student isn't bored by their lectures? Few of them are truly passionate for learning, even in their chosen field of study. Furthermore, this was a guest lecture. A one-off talk about an unappreciated discipline. I did not expect any of them to treat it seriously.

There was one exception. After class, one of the students approached me with some questions. She thought the connection I'd drawn between human blood and monster magic was brilliant, and she wanted to know if there were any other "analogous structures", as she'd put it.

This led to a short discussion on human hormones and some of the magi-biological systems that dictate monster growth and development. She invited me to lunch so we could continue the conversation, but sadly, I was forced to decline. I needed to return to my subjects. However, we did exchange addresses, and I promised to send her a letter whenever I became available for further talks.

It's heartening, knowing that I am not the only monster in the underground fascinated by human biology. Perhaps there is some hope for my field after all.
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**ENTRY 26**

The subjects are finally finished with the gestation phase. To my delight, there was not a single notable problem.

A and B are the two largest subjects, each being about two feet tall. The shortest pair is U and V, each at 16 inches. The rest of the subjects fall comfortably between those extremes. I should note that U and V, despite being the smallest, are still within the healthy range for newborn skeletons.

One by one, I removed each subject from their incubation chamber and transported them to their private quarters. This is where the maturation phase will take place. As predicted, their enhanced gestation has put a large amount of strain on their bodies. This rendered them unconscious while I moved them. Once I laid each of them in their proper bed, I injected them with a sedative. This will keep them comatose until they can enter the maturation phase proper.

However…

Something interesting happened when I moved S into his room. At first, he was no different than any of the other skeletons. His body hung limp in my arms. His head lolled. When I set him down on his bed, however, he stiffened. He shifted about, and then he opened his eyes.

I froze. None of the other subjects had awoken like this. There was no precedence, no plan. In the heat of the moment, the only thing I could think to do was say, "Close your eyes and hold still."

To my surprise, he did exactly that.

He gave a twitch when I inserted the needle, but he did not jerk away. When the sedative began to take effect, and he went limp and assumed his previous state of unconsciousness. I left his room filled with relief but slightly shaken.

I soon returned to transporting the rest of the subjects. T, the skeleon who is fundamentally S's twin, did not wake when I moved him. In fact, S is the only subject who has awoken at any point during the gestation period or this transitional phase. His behavior is a deviation, an anomaly, and that isn't even considering his reaction to my words.

When monsters speak, they communicate along a magical wavelength as well as a physical one. Not all monsters are capable of creating the same physical sounds, but through the power of magical expression, we are capable of having intelligible conversations with each other. I, as a developed adult, can speak with practically every monster in the Underground. S, however, is essentially a newborn. Though he is capable of listening, I am not sure if he is capable of understanding.

Perhaps he understood only the intent of my instructions. Perhaps he would have done what he did regardless of any action I took. I have no way of knowing, and it would be unwise to wake S before his maturation is complete.

Regardless, I will be sure to keep my eye on S. I am curious to see if this event will impact his development.


End file.
